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traffic policemen busy in the business of the day. Children
playing on the sidewalk along the beach, near coils of rusty
barbed wire which are obviously not intended to obstruct
more than casual trespassers from or to the ocean. In one
block, a long two-story frame building stretches along the
thoroughfare, overlooked the Channel, faced directly on the
coast of France. It is His Majesty's Naval Rest Home.
British tars sat in wheelchairs on the top story veranda, sat
in a close-packed line as they stared at Calais.
It was a beautiful, clear day. The water sparkled in the
Channel. The buildings on*the French side were clearly
visible. I remarked to my escort that, while I did not
wish to seem juvenile, I wondered if there might not be
some more suitable place for a Naval Rest Home than in
front of the cliffs of Dover. He laughed, told me that in
bombardments and bombings the patients were taken out
the back of the home into shelters in the adjoining cliffs.
That seemed to be enough of an answer.
The docks are absolutely intact. Even the giant steel
cranes stand in place, as though they haven't a care in the
world. But Dover's docks are hardly used ; whenever any-
thing but a small boat ties up, the Stukas come over from
France and go after it. An officer of the Naval Command
remarked that maybe the reason the Germans left the
Dover and Folkestone docks alone was because they would
like to use them themselves later on. A cruel joke, because
it is true.
A staff colonel took me to a control centre, below an
official building in the centre of town. This is one of the
Area Defence's bomb and gasproof operating bases deep
underground. Security officers pointed to the map, red and
blue dots on a skeleton of lines. It showed where each
bomb and shell had fallen in Dover. Less than 150 shells
since the Germans put their long-range guns across the
Channel. The answer is that these guns have been used
chiefly to bombard Channel convoys rather than blast at
the coast.
The R.A.F. Fighter Command aerodromes are about
ten miles inland, connected with'this control centre and the
Command headquarters housed in Dover Castle by buried
telephone lines and wireless telephone. To-day these